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bakers' shops. They had hastened to the HStel de
Ville to complain of the authorities. The rioters
sounded the tocsin, and Maillard, who had been con-
spicuous at the capture of the Bastille, had taken a
drum and headed the women in their march. Fol-
lowed by this singular array, he had gone down the
quay, passed through the Louvre, the Tuileries, the
Champs Elysdes, the Cours la Reine, and set out for
Versailles. A crowd of idlers, beggars, and thieves
followed the band, singing, and shouting jests and
appeals for vengeance. They stopped at every wine-
shop, and called out to the passers-by and to people
at the windows; they were brandishing old muskets
and broken swords, dull hatchets, pikes, and rusty
daggers.

The weather was very bad; the half-drunken
women could hardly walk through the wind. " Aus-
trian," said one of the furies, speaking about Marie
Antoinette, " you have danced for your own pleasure;
you shall dance for ours. I want your skin to make
ribbons of, your blood in my inkstand, my apron for
your entrails!" and ferocious jests and insults fell
in a perfect shower. Madame Elisabeth, who was at
her house in Montreuil, saw from the terrace in her
garden, the band marching up the Avenue de Paris.
She went at once to the palace of Versailles, and ad-
vised her brother to repress the disorder at once. At
about half-past three the regiment from Flanders was
drawn up in line on the Place d'Armes, to the left of
tfee palace. The body-guard, to the number of about